RALPH    RASHLEIGH
by which she meant to remind the convict of the social chasm
between herself and him.
'Very well, ma'am/ answered Rashleigh mildly, Til put it
in my handkerchief and hat/
She thereupon measured out for him an exact quart of
maize and gave him four pounds of salt pork.
'There, now, there's your week's mess. You can come to
me this day week for more,' she said. 'And there's your hut/
she added, pointing to a hut which stood beyond three small
hayricks.
Rashleigh went towards the desolate and negjected-look-
ing place in which he was to live during his assignment to
Arlack, and found upon entering it that there was to be no
improvement here upon the conditions which he had so
recently left on Emu Plains. It contained two rough sleep-
ing berths of bark, two blocks of wood to serve as seats, and
some pieces of broken iron pots by way of furniture. There
were some rough rags hanging on a fence opposite the door
which had once been blankets and were obviously intended
to serve him for bed-covering. After one comprehensive
glance round the forbidding place, he went to the steel mill
and ground up his pittance of maize, a task which occupied
him until sunset. Returning to the hut, he gathered some
wood and made a fire, and then set to with a broom im-
provised from well-leafed boughs, to sweep the filthy floor
and, while he was doing this, his future companion came
into the hut, carrying a calabash full of water. He was as
gaunt and woebegone a wretch as Rashleigh had seen since
coming to the colony, and was in a state of extreme emacia-
tion. A glimmer of interest came to his rheumy eyes at
sight of the new-comer.
'Well, mate/ he said in a melancholy voice, *so youVe
come home, I see/